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Showcasing the best
of students• writing
Our liter ar y n ewsletter was
r eceived wit h such enthusiasm last
year , the Society for Advan cement of
P oynter Library (SAPL) has decided
to make t his publication an annual
even t.
For t h ose of you unfamiliar with
the literary n ewsletter , these pages
represent, in t he liter ary sense, the
best works by students a t th e
University of South Florida.
Each year for more than a
decade, SAPL has spon sored a sh ortstory con test that involves st udents
from each of th e university's campuses. E ach year th e work is judged
by a publish ed au th or who chooses
the winning m anuscript and secondand thir d-place entries, alon g with
See WRITING on page 6
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Disturbing Women:
Eric
By Ann Bronston

I like Eric. I like when you yell
at him, not really yell but say
"Eric" in that voice th at m akes
kids, made me, real scared t h at I
h a d done something wrong. And
wh en you say Eric in th at ton e,
even if you follow it wit h something benign like "I like wh at
you're making but I called; clean
up time," he looks scared like a
dog. He nods his head th e wh ole
time you're talking. H e doesn't
even know what you're going to
say, he just keeps nodding.

S

ometimes, if I see a dog
outside a stor e, I say "bad
dog." I like to wat ch their bodies
j ust slink off their bones. Th eir
eyes do this weird thing - as if
they can't bear to look at you , but
th ey have to peek to see how mad
you really are. So th eir eyes,
which are a lready bulging, r oll roll out and roll in and roll sideways. And their ears get really
tense. They're afraid to hear wh at
you're going to say. They know
they're guilty. They know th ey
can't remember all the rules.
The other kids don't even
listen to me. Four and five years
old, and they have no respect for
teachers. They put their hands on
th eir ears when I say "clean up
time."
It's their mothers really,
they're the ones that truly drive

m e crazy. The kids are running
around wild, throwing t h eir shoes,
sayin g they won't go h ome and th e
m others are trying to r eason with
them , Darling, please, I really need
for you to put your shoes on so we
can go home. Because if we don't
leave now, I'll be late in picking up
your daddy, and then he'll be
angry with me, very angry and very
hungry. And you'll be hungry too,
and dinner won't be ready on time.
Then daddy will be grouchy all
night and you'll be crying and I'll
curse him under my breath, because men's lives and men's needs
are so important, and he has the
job that makes the money. He grew
up knowing how to do the work.
And he'll hear me cursing and he'll
yell at me that I have no idea how
hard it is for him and the responsibility and the burden he carries,
and if I could put a business
together that would be great, but I
can't. I can't even pay the fucking
parking ticlzets on time, so they
double, and he has to do everything. And then I just hate myself
so much because he's right. I
couldn't have gotten the insurance
or the mortgage or put the crib
together or fixed the sink even. He
did it. I can't even follow cooking
directions. And then I get so
depressed. But even though I'm
hating myself, I'm thinking about
See ERIC on page 4
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Moving Day

Russell searched through the
last of the boxes marked "clothing"
for his favorite baseball cap, finally
dumping the box upside down. When
he moved in over a month ago, he'd
stacked the grocery store boxes that
held his belongings against the walls
of the apartment, placing each box,
labeled with black magic marker, in
the room where its contents belonged. Clothes and shoes were in
the bedroom, towels and linens in
the bathroom, books and videos in
the living room. The only things he
unpacked right away were his
sheriff uniforms, and the few
kitchen items he brought from the
house he'd shared with Carolyn, his
wife of eight years. Now, after weeks
of picking through boxes to retri eve
needed items, the place was a
jumble of clean clothes and dirty
laundry.
He stared at the pile of clothes,
picking up a pair of Carolyn's gym
shorts he'd packed by mistake. The
divorce had taken him by surprise.
He was trained to be aware of
details, vigilant of his surroundings.
This had been like a car coming out
of his blind spot when he was
changing lanes, blaring its horn,
jolting him out of his complacency,
leaving his heart pounding. She said
she'd outgrown him- as if he were
a shirt, or a child's bike.
Russell turned off the highway
onto a side road and drove about a
quarter of a mile before pulling the
squad car to the shoulder of the
road. He looked around until he
spotted a barely visible trail going
into the woods. Oak and pine formed
a canopy of shade. It always pleased
him to find a pocket of wilderness in
the city. With all the uncontrolled
development, eventually the woods
will all be gone; it hurt him to think
about the loss.
As he walked farther into the
woods the traffic noises became
fainter, and the sounds of birds
became louder. In the trees all
around him were more than a dozen
2

By Aracelis Gonzalez Asendorf

blue jays, squawking and screeching
to each other in shrill piercing calls.
Russell looked around . About a yard
in front of him was a baby jay, fallen
from its nest. He couldn't do anything to help the fledgling so he
hurried past it so as not to upset the
adults any more than they already
were. He passed a huge punk tree,
its massive fleshy trunk tearing as if
it were shedding a skin of damp
cardboard. The water-hungry trees,
Australian natives, were choking up
the Florida wetlands.
Walking deeper into the woods
Russell smelled a wood fire. Shortly
in front of him, in a clearing, he saw
the camp. He expected to fmd the
type of homeless camp he'd seen a
dozen times over, especially in the
northern part of the town, in the
area of cheap rundown apartments
where people moved in and out so
often and quickly it was called
Suitcase City. Small camps of
makeshift beds, shopping cars with
meager belongings, and pieces of
blue tarp for shelter pockmarked
wooded, vacant lots.

W

hat first caught his eye was
the large, three-sided tent, the
open end facing him. Inside he saw a
mattress with a faded striped sheet.
A milk crate and an orange-colored
ice chest served as end tables. Their
surfaces littered with the usual
bedside clutter: a bottle of aspirin,
some magazines and a wind-up
clock. From the tent to a tree a
droopy clothes line held a couple of
sad towels. Nearby, two large cinder
blocks, set a couple of feet apart with
an old refrigerator shelf over them,
straddled the fire he'd smelled. The
makeshift stove warmed a coffee
kettle. In the middle of the camp
were a couple of pieces of a grimy
sectional sofa, with a wooden crate
and a piece of plywood for a center
table.
He heard her before he saw her.
Her steps crackled on the fallen oak
leaves that carpeted the ground.

From behind the large tent came a
white, heavy-set woman of medium
height.
"You one of them suits that was
h ere?" She asked, looking straight at
him.
"No, but they sent me."
"So who are you?" She kept
looking right at him.
"Officer Russell Davis," he said,
pulling his badge from this back
pocket and showing it to her.
"You come to arrest me?"
"No ma'am, but I'm going to have
to ask you to leave."
"Leave. Where am I gonna go?
Them suits, they walked all around
here. Said they owned the land.
They're gonna build a warehouse,
one of them storage places. I've been
here six years. Never seen them
before."
She walked to the stove and
prodded the embers with a stick.
"You want some coffee? I ain't
got much ... but I have manners."
He was startled by her offer, and
looked suspiciously at the kettle.
"This ain't no dumpster food I'm
offering you, it's good fresh coffee.
My cups are clean, too, if that's what
you're worried about. I fill up water
jugs from the spigot behind Circle
K."
He didn't want the coffee but
knew it'd be a mistake to refuse.
"Sure, thanks." She handed him
a coffee cup, and he notice h er nails
- gnawed, black rimmed. He took a
tentative sip and was surprised. It
was strong, smooth coffee, the kind
you can always get at truck stops.
"Good." He gestured his approval
by raising the cup as if toasting her.
They sat on the sofa, and the fat
ofher body, ballooning out of her
ash-smudged shorts and T-shirt,
quivered when she plopped herself
down. Her brown hair, streaked with
gray, was pulled back with a rubber
band. When she turned to face him,
he noticed on her forearm a tattoo of
a partially blooming flower. The r ed
petals had thin streaks of pink and
white, giving it texture. The rim of
each petal was thinly outlined in a
deeper red - all delicate detail that
made the flower look real. He'd seen
lots of tattoos; this one was quality
See MOVING on page 7
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The View from Here
By Bryan R. Fine

We are going to see Dr. Bern
again today, because I still look like
Casper.
"You look pale," Mom said two
days ago, when I woke up in the
morning and told her my leg was
hurting.
"What's pale mean?'' I asked my
Mom. She was sitting with me on my
bed.
''Like Casper," she said. "Your
skin is white."
"My skin is always white," I said,
and looked at my hands. They were
still white.
"But this is different," she said,
and put her hand on my forehead.
''You look sick."
Then she said I was staying home
from school, and went to the other
room to call the doctor. I smiled,
because you're lucky not to go to
school. My leg was hurting, and it
was cool that I got to stay home.
Tliey've got Donkey Kong in the
waiting room, and they play videos of
movies on a big TV, like Aladdin and
the Lion King. Playing Donkey Kong
is better than school. Last time, I got
to the third level, but then a barrel
killed Mario right when Mom pulled
me away. Maybe today I'll get that
dumb monkey.

L

ucky I'm not a wimp, like my
brother. He's ten and cries
whenever he gets a shot. I'm only
seven, and I don't cry except the one
time I got a shot in the butt. That
really hurt. It was worse than that
bee-sting I got on the monkey bars at
school, right on the eye. My eye got
big and red and puffY, but Mom gave
me medicine and lots of kisses when I
got home, and it got better.
"Am I going to get a shot again?" I
asked Mom when she sat on my bed
this morning.
"Probably not," she said, and
rubbed my hair. I'm not a dummy, so
I knew that probably meant yes.
"I hope it's not in the butt!" I said,
and ran into the kitchen for some
waffles. My leg was feeling okay.

*******

Right now, everyone is home.
Dad stayed home from work today.
He says he is going with me to the
doctor. I am eating waffles with
syrup. Mom made the waffles in
the toaster.
"Can I come too?" Steven asks.
He's my brother and he's in fourth
grade. He cries when he gets a
shot.
"No, you go to school," Mom
says. "We're just taking your
brother." I like that. I stick out my
tongue at him again.
"I saw that," Mom says. "Eat
your waffles, both of you."
Felicia Mailer's mom comes
over to our house and talks to
Mom for a long time in the front
yard before taking Steven to
school in her car. Mom comes back
in the house and brings the
newspaper with her.
''When are we going?" I ask,
bringing my plate to the sink. I
stop to scrape a piece of waffle into
the garbage. Mom and Dad are
still at the table. Dad is pulling
the plastic wrap offthe newspaper. Mom looks sad.
"Mom?"
"At nine o'clock, dear."
I go into th e other room and
turn on Tom & Jerry. It is the one
where they both talk, and they
fight the big, ugly dog. I like it
when they talk to each other, and
they are friends.

******

Last time, two days ago, a nice
lady made me stand on a scale . I
stood on my tiptoes, and she
caught me. "Flat feet," she said,
then lowered a piece of metal onto
my head. She told me I was
getting big.
Then she took me into a room
with Bugs Bunny and Elmer Fudd
on the walls. Mom came in the
room with me. She wanted to help
me get undressed, but I did it by
myself. I was wearing Teenage
Mutant Ninja Turtle underwear. I
did a karate kick, with my leg that
didn't hurt. Mom laughed.

''What a strong boy, my little
Jason."
"I'm not little!" I yelled. I'm bigger
than most of my friends. I'm always
the hero. "I'll karate-chop you!"
''You don't want to hit your mom,
do you?" she said. I karate-chopped
the table.
The doctor came in. He smiled.
He doesn't look so old. Younger than
my dad.
''Which one are you?" he asked.
I looked at Mom.
''Which Ninja Turtle are you?" he
said.
"Rafael !" I screamed. I karatechopped Dr. Bern's arm.
"Jason!" Mom said.
"Sorry."
"That's okay, ~afael," said the
doctor. He's nice.
I got a shot last time, two days
ago, maybe because I hit him. Right
in my finger, the one Mom told me
never to stick up at anyone. I don't
know what it means, to stick that
finger up at someone, but I guess it's
bad. The doctor, he rubbed and
rubbed my finger until it turned red
at the tip, and then he stuck me. It
only hurt a little. I didn't cry. Then,
he felt my neck and listened to my
heart. His hands were cold. He
pushed on my tummy, and then he
t ickled me and I laughed real hard.
Mom laughed, too.
"I didn't know Rafael was ticklish!" he said.
I karate-chopped his hand.
"Jason!" Mom yelled, but it didn't
sound so mean.

******

Today, Mom lets me sit in the
front of the mini-van. Dad is driving.
It's neat, me in the front and Mom in
the back.
"It's like you're the kid!" I turn
and say. She smiles at me, but she
still looks sad. I ask her if she wants
to come sit up front, and she says no.
"Put on your seat belt," she says.
"It's on," I tell her, and show her
the belt around my belly. I'm big, but
not big enough yet for the other part
of the seat belt that the grown-ups
3

wear.
When we get to Dr. Bern's, I run
to Donkey Kong, but there's another
kid playing. A girl. I don't know h er.
I just sit on the other side of the
game and t ell h er to jump wh en the
barrels are coming.
"I know wh en to jump," sh e says
but doesn't look at me. I'll never get
to play. I go sit on th e floor and
wat ch Aladdin. I've seen it a hundred t imes.
"Jason, let's go." Mom and Da d
are by the door with th e same lady
from l ast time.
"If I get a sh ot, I won't cry," I tell
the la dy. I h old up my finger, with out t hinking that it's the bad one.
Mom and Dad don't see.
This time, I go into a differen t
room. There are no cartoon s on the
wall. It is a brown room, with a
mushy carpet an d a big desk. Much
bigger than my desk at school, which
flips up and is where I keep my
pencils and stickers and marbles. I
wonder what's in that desk?
"Martin will be in soon," the lady
says.
"Who's Martin?" I ask.
"That's Dr. Bern, "says Mom.
She is looking at me funny, rubbing
my hair. I think she's gonna put her
hand over my forehead, but she
doesn't.
We sit in the chairs on the one
side of th e desk. I'm in the middle,
but we're all real close. Mom an d
Dan are h olding hands in my lap,
like a seat belt across my belly.
Dr. Bern walks in.
"Hi, Martin!" I say.
"Hi, Rafael," he says to me. Mom
and Dad stand up. He sure could
have a lot of stickers in that desk!
They sh ake hands, and then they all
sit down. My seat belt is back on.
The doctor starts talking.
I wonder how many marbles he
has!
Mom starts crying. I don't like it
when she cries. The doctor isn't
talking r ight now. It's quiet except
for Mom crying. She's got a hand
over her mouth. I look over at Dad.
"It's going to be okay," he says
over my head.
"What's going to be okay?" I ask.
"Is Mom sick?"
Dad rubs my head with his
hand, real slow. Not fast, like h e
does wh en he gives me a noogie and
4

ERIC from page 1
killing him. I lie in bed imagining I
have a knife. But as I raise the knife
above his chest, my anger slinks
away. He continues to snore heavily.
I watch the walls and ceilings,
hidden by night, show bits of themselves as the darkness grays. I bring
m.y knife hand toward my neck. I
imagine feeling the coolness of the
blade touch my skin, circling my
collarbone, snaking its way over my
breasts. My breathing quickens until
the knife reaches my stomach. My
hand goes limp with disappointment. Then I surprise myself and
push against the bloat. I slice
through the fat of my belly. The flesh
cuts soft as butter, easy and blood-

less, until I reach the womb. Then all
the menstrual periods of my life, that
thick jammy gel, will ooze out of me,
and I will stick to the bed. I won't
ever be able to get out of bed. It will
cake around me, but not crack.
It's not like that with Eric. His
mother walks erect into the classroom, her black hair cut sharp to her
face, staying stiffly in place, her
heels clicking on the linoleum floor.
She never bends to the small chairs
or three-foot cubbies. Her perfumed
scent, like an alligator trail in the
swamp, cuts through the moist,
almondy smell of seat-dampened
four- and five-year olds. She says,
"Eric put your shoes on, we're
leaving," and he just nods and does it."··~

Winning SAPL writer on her way to more success
Writingfor only afew short years, Ann Bronston also wins prestigious contest
Ann Bronston is having a
good year. She won first place in
SAPL's Bayboro Fiction Contest
and also took
first place in
a fiction
contest of the
Mississippi
Review 1999
Prize Issue.
In addition,
Ann Bronston
she is a
finalist in a contest for an online
publication called The Southerner.
She considers the story in the
Mississippi Review the best she
has done. Titled Obedience
School, it's about a woman
tickles me and messes up my hair.
He turns to the doctor and says
something.
"I know a good doctor," the
doctor says to my Dad.
"You're a good doctor, Martin,"
I say.
"Why th ank you!" says Martin,
turning to look at me. "I'm glad you
think so, Jason."
"Why is my Mom crying?" I ask.
Mom is wiping her eyes with a tissue
that she pulled off the desk.
Martin leans forward, and
smiles at me. Then he starts to say
something. I watch his mustache go

dealing with children after a
divorce.
The idea for Eric, her winning
story in SAPL's contest, came
about as a class assignment.
Students were asked to write in
the voice of a crazy person. She
found it an interesting method of
literary creativity.
Bronston is working on her
master's degree in elementary
education at the Tampa campus
and hopes to finish her degree in
a couple of years. She is married
and has two children, a girl, 14,
and a boy, 11.
It sounds as ifthis talented
writer is on the way to more
success.
- Niela Eliason
up and down as he talks to me. His
hands are folded in front of him.
"Do you have any questions?" he
says.
"Is that why I look like Casper?"
I ask.
"Yes, Jason, that's why."
We sit for a second and say
nothing. Mom is looking at me. Dad
is looking at me. Martin is looking at
me.
"Any other questions," he says.
"What's leukemia?" "(..

Bryan R. Fine attends USF's
Medical School.

~

Bayboro
~
Fiction
@Contest
Honorable Mention

I feel much better now that I've
decided what to do, Rita thought,
sitting up in bed.
It was nearly noon by the bedside clock. Smoothing her sleeptossed black hair, she turned instinctively to the crib beside her bed,
smiled wistfully at her sleeping
daughter and thought about the
baby's father, whom she'd hoped to
marry.
Carlos' fall from the scaffolding
o:ri which he'd been window-washing
destroyed Rita's hope for a stable
emotional and financial future . Five
months pregnant, destitute and
desperate, Rita had sought sanctuary here at Holy Sisters Shelter for
Unwed Mothers.
She yawned en route to the
bathroom and grimaced at the
realization that she'd lapsed into the
habit of sleeping a lot during the day
to avoid deciding where life should
lead her now.
Well, I've decided, so I'm leaving
today, she murmured, thinking
about the comfortable, worry-free
time she's spent in this converted
motel, where each mother and child
had a bedroom, bath and kitchenette
unit, ample donations of necessities
for the newborn, and compassionate
nuns dedicated to restoring each
woman to a productive lifestyle.
Tapping on the door seemed to
echo her musing; it would be Sister
Serena, intent on discussing Rita's
plans for the future. Sighing, she slid
into her heavily soiled, once-white
laceless sneakers and shuffled to the
door.
"Good afternoon, Rita. Rested
now?"
Ignoring the nun's disapproving
tone, she smiled.
"Yes, thank you." She motioned
her visitor toward the two straightbacked, cane-seated chairs flanking
the small table beside the window.
"You've been with us eight
months now, Rita," Sister Serena
said, when seated. "And you may
stay longer, of course, if you need to,
but our function is to help you
restructure your life, to enable you to

Hope
By Sylvia Masters
support yourself and your child."
The nun peered intently at Rita.
"Most women who come here are
eager to take advantage of our
career-training programs, but you
have been reluctant to even discuss
them. Why, Rita?"
Rita lowered her eyes and
pressed her lips together. The nuns
were very kind and she'd often
expressed her gratitude, but she
couldn't reveal her situation and her
plan.
"I'll talk about it tomorrow,
Sister." Rita hoped she sounded
convincing.
"Fine. Come to my office at
eleven and we'll explore which
programs you might pursue."
Mter Sister Serena left, Rita
stuffed the carryall bag with diapers,
prepared a bottle of formula, sat
down and wrote the note. The pen
moved swiftly, surely; she'd perfected the wording during the
sleepless pre-dawn hours following
her decision.
Folding the paper in half, she
coiled it around the baby's bottle,
secured it with a rubber band and
placed the bottle in a paper bag,
which she tucked into the foot of the
secondhand baby-carrying cradle
standing beside the crib.
Gently, Rita moved her baby
from the crib to the carrier without
awakening her, lifted it and left the
building.
She walked to the taxi stand at
the bus stop, three blocks away.
"How much to the airport," she
asked a driver.
"Thirty dollars."
Rita winced, then shrugged,
nodded and climbed into a cab.

**********

"I feel much better now that I've
made up my mind," Sheila informed
the bathroom mirror reflection, as
she secured her black ponytail with
a tortoise clip. "I'll tell Ted exactly
what I told his mother on the phone.
"Two miscarriages and a stillborn baby. That's three strikes and
I'm out," she'd stated, struggling to
control her tears and quivering lips

while she voiced the agony she
endured for three months. "I'm
never, ever going through another
pregnancy!"
Her mother in-law, though
sympathetic, had tried to temper
Sheila's adamant declaration by
reiterating the doctor's assurance
that there was no physical reason
why she couldn't produce perfect
children in the future. But Sheila
had rejected that reminder and
ended the call by reaffirming her
resolve:
"From now on, no birth control,
no sex . That's what I'll tell Ted, and
if I become pregnant again, I'll have
an immediate abortion. Sorry, but
you'd better accept the fact that
you'll never be a grandmother."

IN

ow Sheila smoothed the chartreuse knit shirt over her tan
silk slacks and strode through the
bedroom and tastefully decorated
dining and living rooms.
Snatching her handbag from the
table beside the front door, she
hurried to the teal Mercedes in the
driveway.
As she drove, her concentration
wandered. She reviewed the unsettling eight years of her marriage the first year, she'd been uprooted
from her Boston foundation and
promising position with a stock
brokerage firm to settling into an
apartment in a small Southern town.
Six month later, she'd become
pregnant, a euphoria that quickly
evaporated.
"Technically not a 'miscarriage',"
was the medical verdict. "Occurring
this early in a pregnancy, it's a
'spontaneous abort'." The doctor's
assurance that the occurrence in no
way precluded her from normal
future pregnancies had lighted her
grief and depression, though both
returned a year later when she
suffered a late-term miscarriage.
Sheila pushed aside the memory
of the stillborn birth three months
ago and forced herself to focus on the
heavy traffic near Logan Airport.
She parked, strode purposely into
the terminal, and headed for the
Flights Display Board, a route she'd
taken frequently in the three years
since she and Ted relocated to
Boston.
Sheila frowned at the notice:
5

certainty that swept through her.
She caressed her baby's blanket,
kissed each downy cheek twice, then
stood up.
"Will you keep an eye on Hope
while I go to the restroom?" she
asked. "The cradle's awkward to
**********
manage in toilet booths."
Rita paid her taxi fare and
Sheila nodded.
strolled into the terminal.
"If she cries, her bottle's in that
She sat down in the waiting area
paper
bag." Rita pointed to it, forced
on B level, placed the cradle at her
smile
and hurried away.
a
feet, and surveyed the women seated
As
soon
as the mother left,
there.
Sheila reached over and gingerly
She knew what she needed:
traced the shape of the baby's face
Hispanic, thirtyish, married, wearwith trembling fingers. My baby
ing clothing denoting influence, not
would have felt like this, she
a departing passenger.
thought, her eyes moist and her
Several women fit those requireheart aching.
ments, but for vague, indefinable
The infant stirred, opened her
reasons, Rita rejected each of them.
eyes
and began crying. Startled,
Sighing, she took her still-asleep
Sheila turned, hoping the mother
baby to another waiting area and
was near enough to return to tend
went through another futile examiher baby's need, but she wasn't. So
nation.
Sheila reached hesitantly for the
On D level, she noticed an
paper bag.
attractive, stylishly dressed young
"Hush, Hope," she cooed, "I'll
woman leaving the newsstand. Her
take
care of you ."
graceful stride, the glint of a diaWhy's
this paper wrapped
mond wedding band, flashing dark
around
the
bottle? Sheila wondered,
eyes and ebony hair resonated
as she removed the rubber band.
unquestionable assurance, so Rita
However, distracted by the
followed her and when she sat down,
baby's
persistent cries, she crumpled
Rita placed the baby carrier on the
the
paper
in her left hand while she
seat beside her, then took the
tucked
the
nipple into the infant's
adjoining seat.
mouth.
Instinctively,
she propped
"TransEarth Flight 629 will
the
bottle
at
the
proper
angle for
arrive at 5:05 p.m."
self-feeding.
Rita n oticed the women's frown.
Hope's ardent grasp and intense
"Aren't flight delays irritating?"
sucking sent a surge of yearning
she ventured. ''Is that your flight?"
through Sheila. Maybe the ecstasy of
"No, my husband's on it, returnexperiencing moments like this with
ing from another business trip .
Airport waiting's part of the price for a child of her own would be worth
risking another pregnancy.
living the American rat race."
Then suddenly aware of the
She grinned, but Rita detected a
paper in her left hand, she smoothed
wistful expression in the young
it out. The first sentence made her
woman's eyes when she glanced at
hand tremble, and halfway through
the sleeping infant.
the note, the words rose up through
"How old is your baby?" she
a
blur of tears:
asked.
Please keep my baby. Her name
"Three months. Her name's
is
Hope.
She's three months old and
Hope. Do you have children?"
healthy,
but she has no family. Her
The baby's name, and that
father is dead, and I, her mother,
question, brought spontaneous
incurably ill, have gone to join him.
tears. Sheila shook her head and
Please don't give her to social workfumbled in her pants pocket for a
ers
to be sentenced to a foster home
tissue.
like
I was. If you can't keep her, give
"I lost my baby at birth three
her
to
a family who will love her and
months ago," she murmured, dabgive
her
a chance to grow into a good
bing her eyes.
person."
"Oh, I'm so sorry." Rita's sympaWhen Ted arrived, Sheila looked
thy mingled with the surge of

Ted's plane would arrive an hour
late, gate D2. She shrugged, ambled
to the escalator. On D level, she
purchased a magazine, then walked
toward the rows of blue plastic seats
in the waiting lounge.
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WRITING from page

I

one or two honorable mentions. Last
year was the first time we had a
forum for all the chosen stories to be
printed in their entireties.
There is no entrance fee for this
contest and there are monetary
prizes for the first- through thirdplace entries. One of the winning
writers to enter and place in a past
contest is A. Manette Ansay, whose
book Vinegar Hill has become one of
the books touched by the hand of
Oprah Winfrey and her popular book
club. So, you never know when you
may be reading a piece written by a
future best-selling author.
Our judges have ranged from
published authors Gabe Horn to Rita
Ciresi. This year SAPL was pleased
to have as its judge Sterling Watson,
director of the creative writing
program at Eckerd College and
author of four novels. Watson, a
recipient of three Florida Fine Arts
Council Awards, has taught at the
University of Florida and Florida
State Prison.
Each year .the contest conjures
literary h ope for a whole new group
of students with dreams of becoming
a published author. As long as
students are enrolled in at least one
class, they are eligible to enter. And
like all dreams, this one has no age
limit.
Our list of winners is as varied
as the stories that we receive and
many reflect society's successes and
failures as told from one person's
unique perspective. Each one represents the writer's take on what he or
she views as the truth, whether the
short story has a drop of reality or a
dose of magical realism.
We at SAPL are proud to offer
students, SAPL members, professors, and anyone who enjoys reading,
the opportunity to read fresh works
of literature. These stories are from
the hearts, minds and hands of the
people who do not simply dream
about writing literature, but write
their dreams down in an effort to
create it.
up at him with a tremulous smile,
blinked her misty eyes and handed
him the paper she'd been clutching
to her breast."'(..
Sylvia Masters is a student at
USF St. Petersburg.

MOVING from page 2
work.
"Those men said they was
breaking ground in a couple of
weeks."
"Yes, ma'am Miss ... "
"Just ... Hannah."
"Hannah. I'd be happy to drive
you, and some of your things to a
shelter. I know all the shelters in
town, and ... "
"I won't go to no shelter," she
interrupted him. "Them places are
full of druggies and crazies."
"There are agencies that can
help ... "
She intermpted again." I don't
need no help. I done just fme here;
for six years I've been here. Nobody
messes with me here. I got all I
need."
"Sure seem to, this is quite a
camp. So how'd you manage this, if
you don't mind me asking?" Russell
said with a blend of admiration and
curiosity.
She looked into his eyes deeply,
with still, old-soul eyes. "All right."

H

e thought it was spooky the
way she did that, as if she
could see right into his brain. Six
years or not, she'd been here for a
long time, and she'd managed to
survive. Just having taken this long
to be discovered was incredible. He'd
seen lots of men living in the woods,
but never a homeless woman alone.
Even the men tended to team up for
protection. This woman was resourceful.
She poured more coffee and
started talking.
"I get my food stamps every
month, I look through dumpsters,
pick up cans. I never beg, you know.
Sometimes I go to one of those places
that hire day labor. Every once in a
while they take me. They don't
usually want me. I ain't lazy, you
know. Just can't read - never could
learn. Something about my brain.
But I ain't crazy, and I'm not stupid.
Didn't go far in school. This stuff,"
she waved her arms about, "I've
found here and there. I don't steal, if
that's what you're thinking."
"No, no I wasn't thinking that.
This is well, just quite a set-up
you've made for yourself."
Russell's eyes scanned the camp,
catching sight of a thrasher as the

honey-colored bird moved in a
nearby bush.
"It suits me," she said, pursing
her lips with pride.
"And nobody knew you were
here?"
"I've been real careful. Never let
no one see me enter the woods. I
never told anybody I was here. I
never light the fire at night, even
when it got real cold. Too easy to
spot. And now they're gonna t ear up
the land, this has been my home."
"I'm real sorry, Hannah, but like
I said, if you let me, I can help. I can
drive you to any agency."
"Your face don't hold no meanness, that's for sure. Don't hold no
judgment neither. Those men in
suits and shiny shoes walked around
like they was going to get dirty just
breathing the same air as me. Same
way with most people. Nope, I tried
those agencies after Fred died." Her
voice was flat, and tired.
"Fred?"
"Fred was my husband. Twenty
years. He took real good care of me,
and I took real good care of him.
Especially at the end . His liver went
bad," she said in a low voice, and
took a sip of her coffee. "He used to
bring me home a flower every time
he got a paycheck. Gave myself this
one after he died," she said, tracing
the tattoo on her arm with her
finger. "Figured it was the last one I
was ever going to get. Lost our
trailer soon after that."
Russell felt uncomfortable,
unsure of what to say; and said so.
"You can just say thank you for
the coffee, and be on your way," she
said, her voice strong again. "You
won't be driving me nowhere. All
those buildings full of people with
eyes I don't like. Makes you feel like
you can't breathe. I learned, after
Fred was gone. It took a while, but I
learned. And I like being out here,
where a person can breathe. And
you, Mister sheriff, you done your
job. I'll fmd me another place somewhere. Don't you worry, I'll be gone
before they come to break ground."
"O.K., I'll let you do it your way.
I'll give you the rest of the week, but
if you're still here when I come back,
I drive you to a shelter. Understand?"
Hannah nodded. "Yeah, you're
the law."

Former SAPL winner
touted by Oprah
In 1987, A Manette Ansay,
a Tampa campus student, won
third place in the Bayboro
Fiction Contest. Since then she
has written several books,
including Vinegar Hill, which
recently was named one of the
selections for the Oprah Winfrey
show.
Critic Howard F. Mosher
says her work has a "distinctively American voice that harks
back to Huck Finn's for its
literary antecedents."
Mter graduating from the
University of Maine with a
degree in anthropology, she
attended a writing conference
that turned her life around. She
took a second undergraduate
degree in English at USF, and
soon after was surprised at her
sudden success. Vinegar Hill
was named one of the best books
of 1994 by the Chicago Tribune .
Her other works, such as Sister
and Midnight Champagne: A
Novel, have won acclaim as well.
In a 1997 interview for USF
magazine, she spoke warmly of
her USF experience. "Faculty
members," she said, "were
supportive and encourged me in
any number of ways." SAPL can
take pride in being among the
first to notice this writer.
- Niela Eliason
Russell parked outside the
mammoth hardware store, running
through a mental list of things he
needed for his apartment. He could
use a couple of shelves in the living
room for books and videos. Maybe
he'd get a lamp or two. He knew
when he went back Hannah would
be gone. The fire would be cold, the
tent would be down. He wondered
what else she'd take with her. He
decided to unpack today after all.
He'd throw away the grocery boxes,
and start to clean up his things.
Everything else would follow. --~
Aracelis Gonzalez Asendorf is a
non-degree seeking student at USF
Tampa.
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